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The construction project exposed: Behind the boards 

  You may be aware of the massive 
construction undertaking current-
ly taking place near the library, 
but have you ever wondered 
what’s really going on behind that 
boring gray drywall? I have plenty 
of conspiracies about what’s REAL-
LY going on with this construction 
project. 
  One ominous detail that’s slipped 
under the noses of the staff and 
student body alike is the mysteri-
ous fate of the B wing. Has anyone 
ever noticed the purple placard 
hanging across the hall from Mrs. 
Weinstein’s room in the D wing? 
At first glance, it seems perfectly 
normal; it lists all of the wings in 
order,  helping any lost souls of 
ever-confused freshmen find their 
way around the school. If you look 
hard enough, you will be able to 
see a direction for the B wing, a 

nonexistent corridor, a meme 
shrouded by an entirely dark and 
perplexing history. 
  What if the walls covering the 
construction were actually a cover 
up? Here’s my theory: back in the 
olden days, some horrific accident 
occurred in the B wing, causing 
the school to cover up the dis-
graced hallway. What if the con-
struction project unearthed the 
old B wing? What if the horror 
that once filled the hallway re-
emerged after all of these years? 
What if the ghosts that once 
haunted this corridor have come 
for vengeance?  Even though the 
school may be desperately slap-
ping drywall over the hallway, the 
legend of the B wing lives on in 
the crust of the sign that hangs in 
the D wing. And sometimes, when 
one walks the halls by the bath-
room, the moans of the damned 
can be heard throughout empty 
desolate corridors...or they may 

just be moaning cause they’re 
taking a wicked number two but 
my theory is still entirely plausible. 
  Secondly, I’d like to call the ever-
present smell of gasoline into 

question. The odor occasionally 
fills the hallways and classrooms, 
and as someone who prefers to 
breathe clean air, it’s quite alarm-
ing. What is it about this project 
that 

makes the smell even sharper? 
What gives it such intensity in 
such a large space? I think that 
someone accidentally opened a 
hidden oil rig under the school, 

poisoning the very air 
we are forced to 
breathe for seven hours 
a day. 
 Who would be so inex-
perienced that they 
would hit an oil rig that 
might just kill every 
student in the build-
ing? I have a theory. 
 Remember the pre-

schoolers who were at 
PAHS last year? These 
youngins used to roam 
the hallways, skipping 
and giggling, but the 
sound of children's 
laughter’ has long since 
disappeared. It’s as if 
they were snatched 

overnight, taken to some faraway 
place to continue their treacher-
ous academic journey. I wonder if 
the school board was desperate 
for a cheap and easily-

manageable construction crew. 
The solution? You tell me. 
  What truly goes on behind the 
dingy walls of the newest con-
struction project here at PAHS? I 
don’t think anyone will ever know 
for sure. All we can do is theorize 
about the mysterious events that 
may be taking place behind the 
newly cemented cinder block 
while you’re reading this very 
article. 
  In conclusion, friends, I urge you 

to  pause in a moment of 
reflective silence for the 
loss of innocence and the 
tragic degradation of 
childhood wonder that 

took place in the now razed court-
yard and the destroyed gazebo 
that were both so loved by all. Let 
us mourn the concealment of the 
legendary B wing, and our eventu-
al sickness due to the poisonous 
gas leaking out of the under-
ground oil rig. The tragedies that 
take place in that new wing will 
undoubtedly haunt future class-
rooms, so good luck if your class is 
doomed to the windowless gloom 
of sadness next year. 

Written by: 

Meghan 

O’Neill 

A rare view into the ominously 
deserted construction area.  

Photos: Meghan O’Neill  

Why do we have to keep out? Why does the text 
have to be red? wHerE iS tHe TranSpaReNCy?  

What is hidden beyond those 
rotting boards? We may never 
know.  



  Many of us know the choir teacher, Mrs. 
Nice. It’s not an uncommon opinion for 
people, students and teachers, to think 
that she is a sweet lady who makes every-
one’s days a little brighter. But what no 
one knows? Mrs. Nice is actually immor-
tal... I think. The evidence is there  that she 
is actually hundreds of years old. 
  Anyone who knows anything about Mrs. 
Nice knows that she has a nice sense of 
style. Her iconic looks are always 20/10. 
It’s been this way for the last two years. She 
always knows all about the newest clothing 
trends and where to get her stylish cloth-
ing for a nice bargain, and she is always 
bragging about how she pulled together 
an outfit for under ten dollars. She never 
wears the same outfit more than once, 

ever. The only way I think this is possible is 
that she has been alive for hundreds of 
years and has saved different pieces of her 
outfit, only to claim that they are hand-
me-downs. 
  I spend a lot of time with Mrs. Nice, and 
recently I started to spend some time sit-
ting in her office for an unexplained rea-
son. I find out a lot about her in these 
times. I found out she is really good at 
budgeting her time, something that literal-
ly no one is good at. I have met about two 
people in my entire life who are actually 
good at budgeting their time. One of 
those people is Mrs. Nice. Not only does 
she invest her time in the choir, she also 
helps pull together the spring musical, 
teaches at the Franklin Commons, acts in 
her own shows, attends spinning classes, 
and is currently working towards becoming 
a spin instructor, all while balancing the 
responsibilities of being a mother. Any 
normal human being would need 30 hours 
in a day, but Mrs. Nice can get it done 
because she knows how to budget her 
time. The only way she got so good at 
budgeting her time is having many years to 

experience trial and 
error. 
  During choir classes, 
we often talk about 
the most random 
things. I found out not 
long ago that she is 
the only person I know 
who can perfectly fit 
leftovers into tupper-
ware containers. Ap-
parently, she can look 
at a plateful of lefto-

vers and get out the 
right container to fill. 
This is virtually impossi-
ble. The only way she 
could have gotten this 
skill down to a science is 
if she has been alive for 
centuries. 
  Another thing that 
betrays her secret is her 
perfect hair. Mrs. Nice 
doesn’t dye her hair. 
Whatever color(s) her 
hair is, she swears it’s 
natural. How is it even 
possible that she barely 
looks older than her 
students?! 
  Come to think of it, 
Mrs. Nice is constantly 
around people who are 
younger than her. She 
thrives when she is with 
her children, and there 
is never not a time 
where she doesn’t enjoy 
her job. Does she thrive 
off of youth? Is her 
fountain of youth the 
people she surrounds 
herself with? 
  I think I cracked the 
code! She’s feeding off 
of the souls of the 
youth! It makes sense. In 
choir, she practically glows when we are 
singing. It’s almost like that Disney movie 
“Tangled” where Mother Gothel makes 
Rapunzel sing to restore her youthful glow. 
The difference is in that movie, it’s her hair. 
In this life, Mrs. Nice imbibes life essence 
when her students sing. That has to be it. 
There is no other possible explanation. 
  Mrs. Nice ingests the youthful life essence 
she surrounds herself with, and has been 

for probably hundreds of years. All of the 
evidence is there. Anybody who wishes to 
make any sort of rebuttal is welcome to, 
but I truly believe there is no other possi-
ble theory that could explain her perpetual 
youth and happiness. 

Written by: 

Rachel Brostowicz 

*FACULTY CONSPIRACIES* 

Mrs. Manley is keeping us sick on purpose! 

  Have you ever been hacking up a lung at 
school? Have you ever needed something 
for your severe headache caused by ongo-
ing stress from school? Have you ever had 
an upset stomach, or even explosive... you-
know? Yeah, we’ve all been there. Luckily 
enough, we have one of the best nurses in 
the area to help make us feel better in Mrs. 
Manley. She is the best person for the 
job, no doubt. 

  Although a solid, A1 nurse, there is always 
something that puzzled me about Mrs. 
Manley. Like most students, I have been to 
the nurse a number of times, which gets 
me wondering: why I am I always going 
back to the nurse’s office? I mean, her job 

is to make us feel better so 
shouldn’t it be a one and 
done thing and get back to 
class, right? Well after much thought, re-
search, and investigating I have concluded 
there can only be one reason for my many 
trips to the nurse. 
  One possible theory is that Mrs. Manley is 
purposely keeping us sick in order to sus-
tain the medical industry that thrives off of 
the sickness of its patients.The healthcare 
industry as a whole is a global industry that 
makes billions upon billions of dollars a 
year. Last year alone, over $400 billion was 
dumped into healthcare. It also employs 
more than 14 million people a year and 
within 8 years could account for nearly 18 
million jobs. If you ask me, it is possible 

that Mrs. Manley is 
keeping us sick as a 
way to maintain the 
deep pockets of the 
healthcare industry. 
  My research has also 
led me to believe that 
it is not just the 
healthcare industry 
benefiting from Mrs. 
Manley’s antics of 
keeping us sick. It is 
theorized that she is 
also personally bene-
fiting from our sick-
ness. Based on the 
school’s budget and 
financial reports that I 

have acquired from an anonymous source, 
I have concluded that there is $1,000 bo-
nus for every 100 sick students that Mrs. 
Manley reels into the office. No wonder: I 
thought I saw her wearing Versace flip 
flops the other day! 

  In my further investigating, I went under-
cover to find out more about Mrs. Manley’s 
devious scheme. After my visit, I under-
went a physical exam, and it was discov-
ered that I was missing six pints 
of blood! I figure that when Mrs. 
Manley drags the infrared ther-

mometer across students’ heads 
to “check their temperature,” she 
must really be really draining 
blood. What she does with this 
blood is still yet to be deter-
mined. She could possibly be 
using students’ blood to do ex-
periments in her secret lab in the 
back of her office. 
  The real mystery is how Mrs. 
Manley is able to keep us coming 
back time after time after time. I 
have pondered this and have a 
theory on how she works her 
black magic. Mrs. Manley is al-

ways insisting that stu-
dents use the hand sanitiz-
er in her office, therefore I 
believe Mrs. Manley is 
lacing the hand sanitizer 
with trace amounts of viral 
and bacterial diseases in 
order to sicken the stu-
dents. In fact, I sent a sam-
ple of the hand sanitizer to 
the lab and found that it 
contained trace amounts 
of e. Coli, osteoporosis, 
and alzheimer's! No won-
der I have been feeling so 
weak and have brain fog 
lately! 
 Although Mrs. Manley is a 
great nurse, the probabil-
ity of getting back to 

health at her office is slim. Odds are you’ll 
be back in there before you even know it. 
And whatever you do, don’t use the hand 
sanitizer! 
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Written by: 

Samuel Perrone 

For Mrs. Nice, immortality is real  

The “hand sanitizer” dispenser with 
liquified crippling depression. Beware! 

Mrs. Nice posing with some tupper-
ware that she filled with expertise. 

Photo: Rachel Brostowicz 

Mrs. Nice is glowing as she directs 
children in singing and regains her 
youth. 

Photo courtesy of Mrs. Nice 

Mrs. Manley sitting at her desk devising her 
next nefarious scheme. 

Photos: Anonymous undercover operative 

The door to Mrs. Manley’s secret lab 
where she does experiments with the 
blood she draws from students. 
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*FACULTY CONSPIRACIES* 

 January 31st, 2018, 8:33 AM. It has come 
to my attention that we have a problem - a 
vampire lives at PAHS. The clues have 
been popping up, such as recent rodent 
infestation plaguing the school, the in-
crease of “My Chemical Romance” shirts 
being donned by students, and the de-
pressing lack of garlic in school lunches. In 
a tip sent into The Purple Press, an anony-
mous source has proclaimed him or herself 
as the head of a vampire coven located in 
our very halls. The only clue given regard-
ing the vampires’ identities is that their 

leader is a teacher at the school. With that 
being said, it is my duty as an upholder of 
the truth to expose the leader of this vam-
piric plot unfolding in the school - also, 
because vampires have bad eyeliner, which 

none of us want to see. 
To start, I decided to ask my elite team of 
investigators (anyone who mistakenly lis-
tens to me during homeroom) if they have 
seen any suspicious activity by teachers 
recently. After several prompting ques-
tions, someone begrudgingly answered - 
they had noticed that Mr. Hoffman’s room 
was always dark. Upon further investiga-
tion - my first period English class - I dis-
covered this to be true. However, it seems 
to have been caused not by a vampire, but 
by construction blocking the windows. 
While the darkness 
does suck all of the 
joy from the school, 
that’s a problem for a 
different day. 
  Moving on, I overheard Mrs. Howard 
saying that she never sleeps. You know 
who else never sleeps? Say it.... Say it out 
loud. VAMPIRES. To add to the evidence, 
Mrs. Howard spends far too long teaching 
her English classes about Gothic Literature, 

the spookiest of all litera-
tures. While this is a compel-
ling lead, I was disappointed 
to find out that Mrs. Howard’s 

lack of sleep is due to her young children, 
so her time to operate a vampire coven 
would probably be quite limited. 
  Mr. LaLuna is yet another representative 
of the English department’s general suspi-
ciousness. First of all, the man dresses as if 
he should be on the set of “Mad Men,” 
except without all of the smoking because 
he is a generally healthy human. His vege-
tarianism probably discounts the whole 
vampire accusation, but come on.... He has 
not one, not two, not three, but FOUR pet 
rats. Maybe he’s not a vampire, but I still 
have my eye on him. 
  Venturing out of the English department, 
you’ll find another one of my prime sus-
pects - Mr. Houck. I wouldn’t normally 
refer to a teacher by their first name, but 
it’s for the sake of the investigation, so 

we’re gonna let this one slide. I don’t know 
much about Mr. Houck, but with some 
research I uncovered an enthralling lead - 
his first name is Blair. Now, I need all of the 

2000’s babies to think - stretch your mind 
as far as it can go, all the way to the an-
cient year of 1999. The importance of 
1999 is none other than the infamous mov-
ie “The Blair Witch Project.” Many of us 
have seen it, and laughed at it’s mediocre 
quality. But the question remains - could 
Mr. Houck be the infamous Blair Witch? 
Can a witch even be a vampire? Does he 
use his supernatural abilities to become 
better at crossfit? These are questions that 
were answered quite clearly when I real-
ized that I once saw Mr. Houck teaching 
on the football field, and he does not spar-
kle in the sunlight. 
  While all of these suspects have their 
various motives, they all lack one thing - 
followers. This is a large scale operation. 
To make this work, the teacher would have 
be likeable, but able to command a room’s 
attention. This has to be a teacher who lets 
you eat lunch in his or her classroom, but 
still berates you when you miss the home-
work. A teacher who does not put up with 
tomfoolery. Maybe even a teacher in com-
mand of a large club or sports team. This 
teacher has to be ICONIC. For me, there is 
only one teacher who fits this mold - Mrs. 
Cordingley. Lovingly referred to as “JC” by 

her students, Mrs. Cordingley strikes most 
as a kindhearted woman with a passion for 
chemistry. It is with this facade that she 
manages to be the head of the most pow-

erful (and only) vampire coven in the 
entire school district. 
  Before you stop reading, throwing away 
this paper in disgust, think to yourself - 
Mrs. Cordingley must have to possess 
some sort of supernatural abilities to deal 
with a gaggle of rowdy ninth graders. 
Hypnosis is the obvious answer to this 
problem, and honestly, I don’t blame her. 
  In regards to Mrs. Cordingley’s vampire 
followers, I think I may have a hunch. 
Turns out, these vampires might not be so 
bad after all. I was confused at first, but 

then I realized - Mrs. Cordingley runs Mini-
thon, a club dedicated to helping raise 
money to fight pediatric cancer. Mini-
thon’s main event goes on for 12 hours 
throughout the night, with a choreo-
graphed dance performed on the hour. 
The event earns thousands of dollars and is 
always a huge success. 
  The fact that Mini-thon’s event coordina-
tors are able to put countless hours into 
planning this event, and then are able to 
stay up at night for 12 hours shows their 
dedication, but what if there’s an added 
layer? I never expected a group of vam-
pires to be genuine philanthropists, but I 
guess I’ve been mistaken. I mean... only 
vampires would be able to stay up for 12 
hours straight. Both Mrs. Cordingley and 
members of Mini-thon vehemently deny 
these accusations, but I’m not quick to 
believe them. This year, I’m hoping that 
their dance involves turning into bats.    
  Overall, a vampire coven at the high 
school is the least of our problems. I mean, 
we had to take the doors off of our bath-
rooms. Be it working out in the weight-
room, or teaching disgruntled students, 
these possible vampires seem to have a 
positive effect on PAHS, so why not let 
them be? 

Phoenixville: New Moon  

  Time travel is real, and people of the fu-
ture are continually invading our current 
timestream. There’s no time for a hook on 
this article. I just need to lay out the facts 
before time LITERALLY runs out and our 
current reality is reset. The fate of the uni-
verse comes in second to journalistic integ-
rity, and for years a member of the Phoe-
nixville staff has been putting the fabric of 
time in jeopardy for reasons unknown. He 
is cunning. He is devious. He is a maniacal 

mastermind that will manipulate the mass-
es to satisfy his own means. He is Mr. Brett 
Hoffman. 
  Mr. Hoffman being a simple time traveler 
is not news by itself. We would all expect 

as much from him, but what people 
neglect to mention in the hushed 
corners of the F-Wing, is that Mr. 
Hoffman actually teaches more clas-
ses than he lets on. He even has a 
second classroom. How? Because 
when Mr. Hoffman isn’t discussing 
literature in room D-1, he is discuss-
ing rhetoric with his AP Language 
classes in room F-8. Mr. Hoffman has 
been getting around Phoenixville 
more than he lets on...because Mr. 
Hoffman is the future version of Mr. 
Curley. 
  This is certainly an audacious claim 
on my part, but I have a plethora of 
evidence to support my statement. 
People who pay attention in English 
class may recall that Mr. Curley and 
Mr. Hoffman have said to have gone 

to separate colleg-
es. Obviously, this 
is a fabrication. 
Anyone with func-
tioning corneas 
can tell that Mr. 
Curley is not old 
enough to have 
gone to college. 
He has such a baby 
face that he makes 
the Boss Baby look 
mature. Clearly, 
Mr. Curley was 
recruited by the 
infamous Dr. Par-
kinson for his supe-
rior transcended 
intellect that was 
beyond both his 
peers and his el-

ders. Mr. Hoffman 
has a very similar intellect. 
  Hoffman’s intellect extends to his surpris-
ing mathematical prowess that has aided 
in his understanding of quantum theory. 

For someone with an English degree, this is 
quite unusual. Most English teachers would 
malfunction at the sight of basic algebra. 
The only explanation is that Hoffman has 
access to futuristic technology that has 
elevated his liberal arts brain, which is also 
technology that Curley is yet to have ac-
cess to. 
  Additionally, Curley and Hoffman have let 
parts of their shared past slip through the 
cracks. Mr. Curley is quick to boast about 
his ‘golden years’ in his fraternity in 
‘college’ when he was in his ‘twenties’ 
where he would maintain his partying life-
style. Similarly, Hoffman has betrayed his 
docile nature by referring to when he was 
a delinquent in his youth who would en-
gage in activities that were, coincidentally, 
very akin to what Curley had done ‘long 
ago.’ 
  If all of this evidence is not enough, there 
is one final connection that irrefutably ties 
together both Mr. Hoffman and Mr. 
Curley. They BOTH have brown hair. This 

cannot be mere 
coincidence. 
  Why was this kept 
as a secret? With all 
the scientific ad-
vancements hap-
pening in the last 
few years I’m sure 
that time travel 
would be one of the 
easier things to 
swallow, not to 
mention that the 
discovery of time 
travel could lead to 
countless techno-
logical and cultural 
innovations decades 
or even centuries in 
advance. I decided 

to seek out Phoenixville’s local physics 
guru, Mr. Jennings, on why revealing 
something like this to the public would be 
undesirable. “Oh, because the universe 
would implode,” was his response. 
  When confronted, Mr. Curley refused to 
let up his facade. “If this is what you’re 
doing with the writing techniques that I 
bestowed upon you, then I have failed you 
as a teacher. I haven’t heard a more ridicu-
lous claim in the 16 years I’ve been on this 
earth. Wait, I would like to retract that last 
statement from the record,” is what he 
actually said to me. Mr. Hoffman, on the 
other hand, was surprisingly much more 
compliant, saying, “Yeah, you’re absolutely 
right. I’m actually surprised it took people 
this long to catch on. I haven’t really been 
subtle about it.” 
  Now with the truth out in the open, our 
minds can finally rest easy knowing that 
the Hoffman conspiracy has been put to 
rest as we eagerly await the inevitable 
implosion of the universe. Hug your loved 
ones, Phoenixville. 

The Hoffman Hypothesis 
Written by: 

Bryce       
Thompson’s 
hand 

Written by: 

Hannah Waldman 

Mrs. Cordingley, head 
of the vampire coven. 

Mr. Curley deleting 
pictures from his 
Sweet 16 last week. 

He’s only wearing the sunglasses so 
no one realizes he’s asleep. 

Photos: Rachel Brostowicz 

Mrs. Howard, fast asleep and plotting.  

Photos: Hannah Waldman 



  It is one of the great coincidences at 
Phoenixville: a Mr. and Mrs. Weinstein 
teach here. Both well-known and es-
teemed teachers in their respective de-
partments (Mr. Weinstein teaches math 
and Mrs. Weinstein teaches English), Mr. 
and Mrs. Weinstein are synonymous with 
PAHS. But what if their shared last names 
are not a coincidence? 
  Anyone who has had either Mr. or Mrs. 
Weinstein knows how synonymous they 
are with one another. One of the more 
bizarre paradoxes in the high school, the 
two teachers with the same last name are 
great friends. Countless lessons on Gilga-
mesh or “Lord of the Flies” have been in-
terrupted by Mr. Weinstein calling Mrs. 
Weinstein’s classroom, or, even more an-
noying, Mr. Weinstein coming to Mrs. 
Weinstein’s class. The same can be said for 
the converse, as few discussions on volun-
tary response bias or independent random 
variables can be had without interruption 
from Mrs. Weinstein. 
 If that isn’t suspicious enough, Mr. Wein-
stein can often be seen in Mrs. Weinstein’s 
room during his lunch period and, outside 
of swim season, the two teachers typically 
meet after school. Their classrooms are 
littered with photographs of trips the two 
have taken, from Europe to Africa, to Dela-
ware. It is something that Phoenixville has 
come to accept, that the teachers with the 
same last name are great friends. The 
Weinsteins’ friendship is undeniable, but 
maybe their relationship goes beyond just 
friendship? 
  The initial thought about the circum-
stances behind the Weinsteins’ intimacy 
would be that they are related in some 
way. A brother-sister scenario comes to 
mind, but perhaps their shared last names 

are a sign that Mr. and Mrs. Weinstein are 
cousins, in-laws, etc. However, their spe-
cial bond hints at something deeper than 
companionship and perhaps even deeper 
than a familial bond. 
    The biggest clue in the search for truth is 
the fact that her name is Mrs. Weinstein. 
Yes, it’s 2018 and women can choose 
whatever prefix they want, but Mrs. Wein-
stein’s prefix almost undoubtedly implies 
that she is married. Before we jump to 
conclusions about how this might relate to 
Mr. Weinstein, it is important to identify a 
few other explanations. 
  The first could be that Mrs. Weinstein 
kept her maiden name and she has been a 
Weinstein all along, bearing either no 
relation or a non-marital relation to Mr. 
Weinstein. Perhaps her real spouse’s last 
name is Ballison, or McCallison, or Putin 
and she did not feel like dealing with the 
inevitable jokes. A strong, independent 
woman, Mrs. Weinstein, much like Be-
yonce, is revolutionizing the feminist 
movement by refusing to take her hus-
band’s last name. 

  The other 
potential 
theory would 
be that Mrs. 
Weinstein is 
married to 

another Weinstein in the area, 
not the Mr. Weinstein that we all 
know and love. Ironically, statis-
tics prove that this could be true. 
According to the 2010 U.S. cen-
sus, almost 14,000 Weinsteins live 
in the U.S., with the most concen-
trated population of Weinsteins 
living in the northeast. It is not out 
of the question that another 
Weinstein could exist in Phoe-
nixville/southeastern Pennsylva-
nia and be married to Mrs. Wein-
stein. 
  Yes, one could argue that both 
Mr. and Mrs. Weinstein wear 
wedding rings, so they must be 
married to one another, but it is 
important to note that, given the 
patriarchal society we live in, Mr. 

Weinstein could be married to anyone and 
we would have no way of knowing who his 
partner is by just his last name. He could 
just be a bachelor that likes wearing rings, 
for all we know. 
  To find the truth behind Mr. and Mrs. 
Weinstein’s relationship, investigative 
fieldwork was required. A frenzied search 
of both Weinsteins’ rooms after school 
yielded little clues beyond their pictures 
together, which are always on display. No 
birth certificates, marriage licenses, or 
friendship bracelets were recovered, leav-
ing the answer up in the air. 
  The next step in the research process 
involved the Weinsteins’ after-school ac-
tivities. Several important discoveries were 
made through the most in-depth fieldwork 
of this young journalist’s career. The first is 
that the Weinsteins share a car, which 
points to a codependent relationship, but 
could just imply that they care about the 
environment and carpool, as friends, to 
and from work. Even deeper field work 
found that the Weinsteins share a house. 
This points to a bond deeper than friend-

ship or even family, but still, the Wein-
steins, both relying on teaching salaries, 
could be making the financial decision to 
have a roommate. However, even deeper 
(almost uncomfortably deep) fieldwork 
proved that the Weinsteins share not only 
the same house, but also the same bed. 
Roommates can have intimate bonds, but 
this discovery may prove to be too inti-
mate. 
  Not to mention, they own dogs. Maybe 
only one Weinstein is the rightful owner, 
but given the almost-creepy intimacy both 
Mr. and Mrs. Weinstein have for the ca-
nines living in their home, one can assume 
that both Weinsteins hold some form of 
ownership. 
  It is believable that two Weinsteins exist 
in the same place at the same time. It is 
even believable that they could become 
friends. Who wouldn’t want to be friends 
with someone that shares their last name? 
Maybe they are family, brother and sister 
(or otherwise) that are a little too comfort-
able in each other’s company. But all signs 
point to the inevitable truth: that Mr. and 
Mrs. Weinstein are actually married. 
  There are no known documents to sup-
port this claim, nor will either Mr. or Mrs. 
Weinstein admit it, but their marriage 
seems like the only explanation for their 
otherwise-uncomfortable closeness. At 
some point during their tenure as Phoe-
nixville teachers, this writer theorizes that 
the Weinsteins secretly eloped and were 
married in a private, intimate ceremony, 
like “Braveheart” or “Kill Bill,” but a lot less 
death. Regardless of the specifics, it is 
more than likely that Mr. and Mrs. Wein-
stein are married. What friends/siblings 
hang out all the time, travel the world 
together, live together, sleep together, 
and raise dog-children together? Maybe 
the Weinsteins, but probably not. 
  Phoenixville will never truly know if the 
Weinsteins’ bond is familial, marital, or just 
BFF’s, but through this journalist’s intense 
research in the field and deep critical 
thinking, it can be assumed that the Wein-
steins are bonded by holy matrimony. This 
revelation begs another question: what’s 
the deal with Mr. and Mrs. Curley? 

Written by: 

Miles Noecker 

*FACULTY CONSPIRACIES* 

Who really is the Phantom? 

  We’ve all seen the Phantom mascot danc-
ing and running with crowds at sports but 
who is really under the head? The Phantom 
is essential to life here at Phoenixville, as it 

captures the essence of our beloved 
school. As the investigation grows, the 
tough questions will continue: is it a stu-
dent? A faculty member? A parent who is 
extremely dedicated to the school’s sports? 
A celebrity? Or could it be what we all 
fear… an actual phantom? 
  If the Phantom is actually a ghost, why 
would it need a suit of itself? We can’t see 
ghosts, so maybe the Phantom is a friendly 
ghost and just wants to be with all of us but 
can’t in its current form, so it wears a mas-
cot suit. Danny Phantom? Casper? One of 
their cousins? The Phantom could be in-

habited by anyone, even someone 
who’s dead. Dr. Parkinson and the 
assistant principals have decided 
not to comment on these allega-
tions. 
  Some say that there is a teacher 
inside the Phoenixville mascot. But 
what teacher could do this para-
mount and strenuous job? Mr. 
LaLuna has a youthful look in his 
eye that might be set free when he 
is in the suit of the Phantom. Mrs. 
Spina has two boys at home and 
they may be a handful, so she 
could find solace in dancing with 
her students in the comfort of a 
hot mascot costume. Mr. Hughes 
likes cracking jokes but he is too 
tall to fit in the suit. The staff 
claims to know nothing about who 
is in the suit. 

  I sat down for  an exclusive interview with 
the Phantom mascot after the pep-rally in 
October. Much like a politician, the Phan-
tom never really answered my questions. 
With a voice disguised like Darth Vader, it 
was hard to tell whether the Phantom was 
a woman or a man. The Phantom said that 
it’s not easy being in the suit,. It’s a very 
demanding job and one has to be ready at 
any moment to be called on to inspire 
school spirit, or more specifically, 
“Phantom Pride™” (That’s why the mascot 
lives in the basement of the school). 
  I asked if he or she thought about ever 
being replaced, and the reply was, “I know 

the day will come and I will have to hand 
the costume to another, but I choose to 
enjoy the time I have as Phantom.” The 
Phantom also said, “Of course, I’m a Phan-
tom… full of pride!” With that, the Phan-
tom was gone, an ominous answer prior to 
an ominous exit. 
  Who is inside the Phoenixville Phantom 
will likely remain a mystery for generations 
to come. The mystery is what makes this 
school great and unique. However, it’s my 
job as a journalist to report my findings 
and I firmly believe that the entity inside 
the Phantom is actually the Philly Phanatic; 
if the mascot is not a person or a ghost, it 
must be a mascot within the mascot. 
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Written by: 

Hayley Barvitskie 

Mr. and Mrs. Weinstein: Secretly married? 
Mr. and Mrs. Weinstein being 
super cute BFF’s together. 

Photo courtesy of Mrs. Weinstein  

Who is hiding within the suit? 
Who wears grey Nike's with the 
phantom suit?? 

Photos courtesy of Mr. Gionta  

The Phantom conversing with another 
mascot from Great Valley. 



  We all see him everyday at school. I 
mean, you can’t miss him… he’s huge. Our 
security guard here at Phoenixville Area 
High School, TJ is unlike any other. To the 
common eye, he seems like an honest and 
nice guy who welcomes students to school 
everyday, but there is definitely more to 
him. TJ may seem genuine, but there is 
something he is hiding from all of us. I 
mean, do you even realize that nobody 
knows his last name? 
  So when did this “crazy” idea pop into my 
head? Well, the Monday after the Eagles 
became the NFC Champions, TJ strutted 

into my Journalism class, and I heard a 
murmur that he worked the game yester-
day. I’m a huge Eagles fan, so I was super 
curious to hear about it. I asked him about 
it, and he whipped out a picture on his 
phone, OF HIM HOLDING THE TROPHY 
ON THE FIELD. So you’re telling me this 
man works for a high school by day, then a 
professional sport team by night? Who is 
he? Batman? 
  This story didn’t add up. Let’s look at the 
facts. He is a very tall and large man. He’s 
a security guard, so we know he is pretty 
strong. Clearly, he has a great work ethic, 
considering the amount of hours and dif-
ferent events he works at. He has a lot of 
ties to working at events in Philadelphia, 
especially sporting events, so he must be a 
fan of the city. The only explanation… 
  TJ is really Fletcher Cox. #91. Defensive 
Tackle for the newly crowned Super Bowl 
Champions, the Philadelphia Eagles. One 
of the best defensive players in the league. 
He is so good that he earned a 6-year 
$103 million contract in 2016. Ever won-

der how much 
money a security 
guard makes? 
Well, just know 
that this one cash-
es in eight figures. 
  Physically they’re 
both African 
American, 6’4 feet 
tall, and a similar 
physique. The 
lookalike is uncan-
ny. And honestly 
the times I have 
heard Fletcher 
Cox’ interviews, his 
voice is oddly simi-
lar to TJ’s. Take this 
into account, plus 
the mystery of TJ’s 
real name, family, 
and what he does 
when he isn’t at 
Phoenixville, TJ 
 must be Fletcher 
Cox. 
  Why would the 
best Defensive End 
in the league also 
be a security 
guard? Simple. He 
cares about the 
youth. He wants to 
ensure kid’s health 
and safety. We see 
this with a lot of 
athletes, the act of 
charity especially 
to the youth. But 
TJ is different. He 
dedicates almost 
all his time for us, 
without anyone 
else knowing. He doesn’t need the atten-
tion or praise other athletes get for charity 
works. He just wants to be a good person. I 
mean, what a great man. TJ is just an alter 
ego, a secret identity, for his true self. 

Congratulations on your first Super Bowl 
TJ, I mean Fletcher.   
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*FACULTY CONSPIRACIES* 

TJ “the Security Guard” is actually Fletcher Cox 

  Our universe was created not of entities, 
but of dichotomies. The existence of any-
thing independently is inherently untrue; 
only opposite forces are sturdy enough to 
hold the truth together. What we think of 
as singular days are in actuality four, each 
set in motion by the location of the sun in 
relation to each 
hemisphere. Evil 
educators instruct 
otherwise, wor-
shipping oneness 
as fools intend to do. Only those who are in 
tune with the unwavering, two sided, four 
sided truth of Time Cube may have the 
omnipotence to see the world past the 
spherical defined by the educated stupid. 
What madman could possibly have the 
ability to believe this?! Mr. James Phipps is 
one of these few. 
  Created by internet genius and cubist Dr. 
Otis Eugene “Gene” Ray, Time Cube is fa-
mous for its horrible web design, obtuse 
logic, rambling non-sequiturs, and truth. 
Under its beliefs, globalized Greenwich 
Mean Time, which we follow today under 
the name Coordinated Universal Time, is a 
malicious lie made by western political and 
religious leaders that keeps Earth corrupt-
ed by educated, stupid fools. The hopeless-
ly complicated nature of Time Cube is 
shared by all of Mr. Phipps’ science classes. 
Though Mr. Phipps may at first glance seem 
to be a mild-mannered science teacher 
living his life doing his best Jim Halpert 
impression, in reality, Time Cube is the 
main inspiration for his various curricula. 

  As a child, before acquiring his 
doctorate in cubism, Gene Ray was one of 
several siblings in a large family living 
somewhere unknown in rural America, of 
which few are remembered and fewer have 
survived. He spent his days working on a 
cotton field… ring any bells? 
   It is only reasonable that a similar up-
bringing would introduce Mr. Phipps to 
Ray’s theory, and, what with Phipps’ 
affinity for Star Wars and other pathetic 
nerd stuff, it only makes sense that he 
would be magnetized (with the power of 
positively and negatively charged polar 
ions) toward the doctrine of Time Cube, 
like a bug heading toward a light (which 
is one of the few countless ways the 
Sunbrittle Bug population has sharply 
declined due to human activity.) Phipps 
advertises the philosophy that fuels him 
in the pages of his assignments. Gone 
unread by most, as is typical practice for 
his students, the Chemistry syllabus 
directly quotes Time Cube on the sec-
ond page: “is in the...” 
  Meanwhile in AP Environmental, Mr. 

Phipps has been wishy washy as to what 
exactly the cause is of the degradation of 
Earth’s ecosystems, often dodging tough 
questions. However, a Purple Press Private 
(P)investigator is not a stranger to three 
minutes of research, and the fruits of my 
labor explain what exactly the problem is 
directly from the source of the Time Cube 
website. “We have a Major Problem, Crea-

tion is Cubic Opposites, 2 Major Corners & 
2 Minor. Mom/Dad & Son/Daughter, NOT 
taught Evil ONEism, which  VOIDS Families. 
Seek Wisdom of Cubic Life Intelligence - or 
you die evil.” You heard it, ladies and gen-
tlemen. This is what Mr. Phipps believes will 
save the Earth, and this is the message he 
puts into his classes. 
  Another quote from the website reads: 
“When do teenagers die? Adults eat them 
alive, no record of their death.” This fact of 
life is evident to any student of the Phoe-
nixville Area School District; especially 
those of Phipps’ courses. After this time in 
the dark, we now know why Phipps’ classes 
are so difficult. Mr. Phipps infuses his as-
signments with cubist propaganda and 
gives poor grades to students who do not 
agree with his philosophy. 
  I, like my fellow Purple Press writers, be-
lieve in an honest and unbiased news me-
dia, which is why I vehemently encourage 
you all to take a stand and boycott the 
Time Cube. Oh, and Mr. Phipps, if you’re 
reading this, guess what? The Earth is 
ROUND, not a flat cube. 

Mr. Phipps discovered to be devout follower of Time Cube 
Written by: 

Bailey Meyer 

Written by: 

Devon Goryl  

Dr. Gene Ray, cubic and wisest 
human, depicted above mid-
golf-match. 

TJ, aka Fletcher Cox, holding the 
NFC Championship trophy after the 
game. 

Fletcher Cox, aka TJ , hiding his true 
identity from the public. 

Mr. Phipps’ childhood in the 
cotton field. 
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Dr. Bunson Honeydew 

is Mr. Coyne  
Mr. LaLuna is a 

Property Brother

Henry David Thoreau 

is Mr. Varady  

Bob Saget is Mr. Hoffman  

Kristen Bell is Mrs. Nice T-Bo from iCarly is 

Mr. Poole  

Jennifer Aniston is 

Mrs. Gasbara  

Ron Stoppable is 

Mr. Houck  
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Mr. LaLuna is a 

Property Brother 

Rubeus Hagrid is 

Mr. Bankes 

Robin Williams is 

Mr. Gamble  

Princess Diana is 

Mrs. Kabatt  

Nathan Fielder is 

Mr. Sprenkle  

The Big Show is 

Mr. Chwiecko  

Turk from 

“Scrubs” is 

Dr. Parkinson  

Grady from “Sonny with a Chance” is Mr. Lapenta  

Diego is Mr. Joy  



*BUILDING CONSPIRACIES* 
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  Phoenixville’s school colors are purple, 
white, and, in recent years, black and grey. 
But we have yellow and green floor tiles in 
our hallways. Why? Besides serving as an 
ugly accent to an otherwise boring ambi-
ance, the floor tile designs that line Phoe-
nixville’s hallways actually serve a deeply 
symbolic purpose to both our school and 
community. Few students have even no-
ticed these intricate, hideous floor tile 
designs and even fewer have questioned 
them, but the truth behind them will shock 
you. 

  Upon research into color combinations of 
yellow, green, and purple, several poten-
tial theories present themselves, though 
few are reliable. 
  A 1992 children’s book, titled “Purple 
Green and Yellow” by Robert Munsch fol-
lows the story of a little girl that draws on 
herself with permanent marker. Perhaps 
this book could be the key to the tiles. Like 
the permanent marker, the tiles are repre-
sentative of a permanent blemish left on 
the school. However, a logical conspiracy 
theorist must call into question the validity 
of a children’s book as an inspiration for 

the design and construction of a public 
school’s hallway tile design. 
  Another theory focuses on an NFL team. 
The combination of green and yellow are 
known in the United States for their rela-
tion to the Green Bay Packers, whose uni-
forms feature the iconic color combo. In 
2011, to hype the Packers’ matchup 
against the Pittsburgh Steelers in Super 
Bowl XLV, rapper Lil Wayne made a song 
titled “Green and Yellow,” a remix of Wiz 
Khalifa’s smash hit “Black and Yellow.” The 
lyrics offer very little to creating a tile the-

ory beyond profan-
ity, racial slurs, and 
weak trash talk. 
  Neither the chil-
dren’s book nor the 

rap song offer a logical theory for the 
rationale behind the tile design, making 
the Internet an unreliable research tool 
for generating a theory. Faced with a 
potential dead end, the only remaining 
option to generate a proper theory was 
to find a reliable source within the 
school, but no school administrator or 
building official was willing to com-

ment on the matter, to the point that Dr. 
Parkinson threatened to file a cease and 
desist order against the Purple Press. Re-
gardless, the truth must be uncovered. 
  The only way to figure out the signifi-
cance of the green and yellow tiles (and 
the ugly floor design in general) is to view 
the building’s tile design as a symbolic 
gesture to the school and community. The 
tiles are an abstract mural dedicated to 
Phoenixville. 
  To discuss the symbolism, the structure 
must be recognized. There are two tile 
designs in the hallway, each equally as 

significant and hideous as the 
other. The first design is a 6x6 
square, featuring a 2x2 center of 
green surrounded by a light pur-
ple band with yellow in each cor-
ner, all encircled by a solid dark 
purple boundary. The second 
design is a 6x23 rectangle, with a 
2x19 light and dark purple check-
erboard design in the center, 

bordered by green trim with yellow ac-
cents, once again bounded by a dark pur-
ple band. Both of these designs are sym-
bols for Phantom Pride, though they have 
subtle nuances. 
  The symbolism of each color is vital to 
understanding each design. The designs 
are made up of four colors - deep purple, 
light purple, green, and yel-
low. Obviously, the purples 
are references for Phoe-
nixville’s school color, but 
there are subtle differences 
between the two. Where the 
deep purple is a direct refer-
ence to the concept of Phan-
tom Pride, the light purple is 
a metaphor for the communi-
ty of Phoenixville- the stu-
dent body, the town, and the 
people of the com-
munity. Green and 
yellow are more 
difficult to under-
stand, but make 
plenty of sense. 
Green draws comparisons to money as well 
as nature, which can then be extended to 
become a loose symbol for abundance and 
fertility. Therefore, the green in the tile 
design stands for success. Yellow, a rarity 
in each design, is bold, bright, and has a 
deep impact on the overall design. While 
this could be a metaphor for many things 
in Phoenixville, the most appropriate is 
that yellow stands for the community’s 
leaders - in the form of school administra-
tors, teachers, student leaders, community 
officials, etc. 
  The square design is best read from the 
interior to the exterior, though either 

reading can make sense. With the symbols 
for color, the square tiles read, “Success in 
Phoenixville is reached through the help of 
the community, pillared by its leaders, 
resulting in a strong sense of Phantom 
Pride.” Reading the tiles in the reverse 
direction works as well, with a statement 
along the lines of “Phantom Pride in the 
community, pillared by its leaders, results 
in success.” 
  The rectangular design makes slightly less 
sense than the square design, but it still 
makes enough sense for a conspiracy theo-
ry in 2018. The checkerboard design is a 
representation for integration between 
the community and Phantom Pride and 
their symbiotic relationship. That being 
said, from interior to exterior, the rectan-

gle reads: “The integration of Phantom 
Pride amongst the community leads to 
success and strong leaders in Phoenixville, 
which further strengthens Phantom Pride.” 
Pretty convincing, eh? The reverse is some-
what more believable, loosely translating 
to “Phantom Pride, with success and strong 
leaders in Phoenixville, will integrate with 
the community.” Basically, Phantom Pride 
is both a means and an end. Yeah, the rec-
tangle theory is not quite as polished as 
the square theory. Sue me. It’s a theory 
about floor tiles, what did you expect? 
  Regardless of their origin and purpose, 
the floor tile designs in our school are 
shockingly ugly and overall a blemish on 
an otherwise lovely building. 

Written by: 

Miles Noecker 

 The F-wing bathroom is arguably the most 
infamous spot on Phoenixville Area High 
School’s campus (side note: smokers’ cor-
ner is not a part of Phoenixville’s campus). 
Over the last few years, the lavatory has 
been trashed, locked, reopened, and 
trashed again in an ongoing cycle that 
seemingly shall never cease. It’s so famous, 
it was designated its own Snapchat Geo-
Story. However, not many know the truly 
bizarre occurrences of this sacred ground. 
What’s even more intriguing is the mystery 
of who is behind all these. Here’s all the 
evidence: 
  For those unfamiliar with the 
F-wing men’s room, it is 31 feet 
by 11.5 feet, has five toilets, 
five urinals, four sinks, and a 
useless little shelf. For some, it's a great 
place to find their “inner G” as well as a 
place to reminisce. Additionally, it’s the 
optimal distance from just about any first 
floor classroom. All you need are some 
snacks, and a good book, and you'd never 
have to leave. 
  As you take your first steps into this holy 
ground, the smell of Mango and Crème 
Brûlée smacks you square in your face, 
which may make you forget why you even 
walked in there in the first place.  The next 
thing you notice are the mirrors, or lack 
thereof. The F-wing men’s bathroom does 
not have any mirrors. Throughout the years 
they have been broken, tossed in the trash, 

and even stolen; yes, stolen. SOME-
ONE STOLE A MIRROR. So just as-
sume that you’re looking rough, but 
really who cares? 
  On any given day, around 12:26 p.m., 
certain students come together to 
hang out. The exact motive for this is 
currently unknown. Phoenixville Area 
High School security officer and local 
legend TJ is on the case. “It’s an ongo-
ing investiga-
tion,” TJ said. 
“It’s classified 
information.  I 
can’t disclose 
any more.” Anonymous sources claim that 
students are smuggling “joules” into the 
bathroom. The fact that students can 
transport small particles of energy into the 
bathroom is a whole other conspiracy in 
itself. 
  In the F-wing men’s room, many objects 

mysteriously make their way into the toi-
lets that simply do not belong there. This 
long list includes apples, oranges, a soap 
dispenser, an entire roll of paper towels, a 
fidget spinner, various No. 2 pencils, and a 
sneaker. The urinals have also fallen vic-
tim, sometimes decorated with apples and 
SUPREME stickers. Even the sinks have 

fallen victim to this phenomena of mis-
placed items. Perhaps it’s the work of a 
poltergeist; after all, the F-wing does lie 
on an Indian burial ground. 
  After reviewing the evidence from all 
possible angles, only one thing is certain: 
the students are NOT the culprits, as they 
are too perfect to be the ones behind it all. 
With that being said, here are a few possi-
ble solutions to the mystery. The first 
group of suspects are the janitors who 
deliberately commit such acts to  make 
their job more interesting and give them 
something to do. The second possible set 
of suspects are the administrators with the 
hopes to deter students from using the 
bathroom during class. The final and most 
interesting suspect is TJ. After acting very 
suspicious, who knows? What are you hid-
ing TJ? 
    The F-wing men’s bathroom is the heart 
and soul of Phoenixville Area High School, 
a diamond in the rough if you may. How-
ever, after all is said and done, someone 
must be held accountable for the strange 
occurrences of the F-wing. If you see any 
oddities, misplaced items, or cult gather-
ings, please report them to our hotline at 
610-880-8724. 

The F-wing bathroom: The whole truth 

Hallway tile designs: ugly, but meaningful 

Written by: 

Logan Perrone 

Mirrors? What Mirrors?  

Photos: Logan Perrone 

The only way to figure out the significance of the 

green and yellow tiles (and the ugly floor design in 

general) is to view the building’s tile design as a 

symbolic gesture to the school and community. The 

tiles are an abstract mural dedicated to Phoenixville. 

Mysterious hieroglyphs definitely 
NOT done by students. 

The 6x6 tile design, in 
all its ugly glory. 

Photos: Miles Noecker 

The 6x23 tile design, 
perhaps uglier than 
its square counter-
part. 
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  Sure, there are plenty of defining land-
marks in Phoenixville: The Colonial Thea-
tre, Reeves Park, and much more. But if 
you were to ask me what truly defines 
Phoenixville, both as a town and as a com-
munity, it’s that odd 
wooden door to nowhere 

just floating up there in the weight room. It 
is about 10 to 12 feet above the ground, 
with a ladder leading up to it and a small 
balcony to stand on. I’ve heard of folks 
coming from far and wide just to take a 

gander at this mysterious portal. Mr. 
Houck says it holds “sports equipment” 
and “nothing else weird, stop asking ques-
tions kid,” but does it really? 
  I’ve been observing this obscure door for 
four years now, and I have plenty of data to 
support my claims that it is actually a huge 
cover up by the school to hide its dark 
secrets. 
  On Friday nights, when teenagers are out 
and about enjoying themselves, I occasion-
ally hide in the gym and record anything I 
see. And one night, while I hid under a 

couple 45 lb. dumbbells, I 
witnessed a mysterious 
glow coming from beyond 
the door (that, or I was just 
simply sleep deprived from 

staking out a stupid gym door 
for weeks). 
  Late into the darkest hours of 
the night, I’ve also heard 
strange and unusual noises 
emitting from beyond the 
door. Among these noises are 
the hit 2009 single “Boom 
Boom Pow” in reverse, quotes 
from the Shakespeare play 
“MacBeth,” and other odd 
sounds akin to the sound dial 
up internet makes. Now, could 
a simple storage room glow 
like that and whisper eldritch 
secrets to me in my dreams? I 
thought not. 
  There is also the occasional 
man-fish hybrid that wanders 
out from time to time. About 6 
feet tall (so be on the lookout 
ladies) and weighing in at 180 
pounds, this creature is cov-
ered head to toe in slimy 
scales and smells of petunias. 

I’ve observed it crawling out the door, and 
after lifting some weights and getting 
some sweet gains, it slithers over to the 
lunchroom to eat leftover salads from the 

trash before returning to where it came 
from through the strange door. And all 
while it was muttering “gurgle gurgle” to 
itself. Why is this strange creature making 
its home at PAHS? 
  So what exactly are the teachers and staff 
at PAHS covering up in there? When I 
asked Dr. Parkinson he said, “What are you 
talking about? There’s no floating door in 
the weight room, and there hasn’t been for 

15 years.” What reason could our principal 
have for covering up this conspiracy? Does 
the school staff have some kind of rela-
tionship with the fish monster? More re-
search is needed to solve these questions. 
  Taking into account the mysterious 
sounds, glowing lights, and odd occurrenc-
es, what’s the final resolution I can make 
about this door? Or the weird fish creature 
for that matter? I say it adds character to 
our school. Nothing says “we have charac-
ter” more than an unexplained mystery in 
the wall high above our gym. 

The mysterious weight room door  
Written by: 

Benjamin      

Armstrong 

  In recent weeks, I have had the privilege 
of receiving an elevator key due to my foot 
injury and have used the elevator multiple 
times to get to my upstairs classes. During 
my time in the elevator, I noticed that 
there are three buttons, and two doors: 
buttons 1, 2, and B. Strangely, there are 
two doors: the door that opens and closes 
towards the hallway, and a door at the 
back of the elevator. This “B” button sup-
posedly stands for “basement,” and the 
back elevator door supposedly opens up to 
this “basement,” but where does that really 
take you? 
  In my most recent trip in the elevator, I 
pressed the mysterious B button, but the 
elevator did not move. An automated 
voice echoed: “You do not have permission 
to go to this floor. Please exit the eleva-
tor.” The school is trying to hide something 
from us—here are some of the possibili-
ties: 
The B Button takes you to the B Wing 
By now, you may be familiar with the elu-
sive “B wing,” the missing wing of the high 
school. Maybe the secret lies within the 
elevator. B doesn’t really stand for 
“basement”—it stands for “B wing.” For-
mally known as the Below Wing, for its 
position below the high school floor, the B 
wing is home to various classrooms with 
amenities beyond belief. Each room is 
complete with massage chairs, a king bed, 
butler service, and a full aquarium view—
oh yeah, and chalkboards and stuff too. 
Four course meals are provided each day 

for lunch, along with a built-in nap period 
between each class. Administration only 
allows a select few students to partake in 
these exotic amenities, and thus keeps the 
B wing hidden from the rest of the high 
school. 
Dr. Parkinson is hiding previous adminis-
trators 
Mrs. Celotto, Dr. Alston, Mr. Fierras, and 
Mr. Gilly are among administrators who 
have “left” Phoenixville in recent years. 
Every time a school year ends, perhaps a 

new cell in the basement 
gets prepared for the next ex-
administrator. Ever notice that Dr. Parkin-
son is incredibly hard to find at the end of 
the school day? Not a coincidence...he’s 
making his daily visit to feed his captured 
colleagues. The underground population is 
rising by the year, and current administra-
tion has kept it a secret by disabling the B 
button. 
Mr. Gianni and Mr. Jennings are robots 

that were manufactured in the basement 
Perhaps the basement is being hidden 
from us because it is a state-of-the-art 
robot manufacturing facility, used to build 
teachers, most recently Mr. Gianni and Mr. 
Jennings. Each has been programmed with 
superior intelligence to teach students 
“science.” Furthermore, their soothing 
voices were programmed directly into 
their motherboard to make them seem 
more human. Mr. Gianni teaches human 
anatomy, but he doesn’t know from experi-

ence—that was programmed 
into him too. Mr. Jennings teach-
es “physics,” but he really is on 
the hunt to recruit his students as 
minions to help him take over 
the world. Be on the lookout for 
these two, and any other teach-
ers to see if they break human 
character. 
The “basement” is a time ma-
chine 
Maybe the basement is being 
hidden from us because it’s 
home to the first ever time ma-
chine, developed by none other 
than Mr. Hoffman. Mr. Hoffman, 
in an attempt to return to the 
4th dimension, created the time 

machine by accident, 
but has certainly made 
the most of his inven-
tion. He took a few 
history teachers on his 

first voyage into the past. Mr. Varady voy-
aged into the mid-1800s to meet his past 
self, Henry David Thoreau. Mr. Coyne trav-
eled back to each world war to get the real 
Veteran’s Day experience. Mrs. Kabatt 
ventured deep into Victorian England in an 
attempt to join to royal family and one day 
rise to the throne. Mr. Hoffman and the 
administrators, though, travelled 2000 
years into the future, but declined to com-
ment on what they found. Interesting... 

Portal to the Upside-Down 
Admin took a page out of Hawkins Lab’s 
book and opened up a portal to the up-
side-down world. If you press the B button, 
the elevator takes you on a 10-15 minute 
ride deep underground, where, if author-
ized, you will be equipped properly with a 
hazmat suit and flamethrower. Dr. Fegley 
and Dr. Parkinson work tirelessly to pre-
serve the portal and hide it from adven-
turous PAHS students. If you’ve seen 
“Stranger Things,” though, you know that 
this secret cannot be kept forever. Before 
long, demogorgons will break into the 
elevator and attack innocent traveling 
teachers, and you could be next. Break out 
your baseball bats and nougat, because an 
underworldly uprising will be coming in 
the bowels of the high school before you 
know it. 
The basement is where the REAL Phantom 
lives 
Some teams, collegiate or professional, 
have mascots who are real animals—Uga 
the bulldog from Georgia University, 
Ralphie the buffalo from Colorado Univer-
sity, the Phillie Phanatic—but did you 
know the Phoenixville Phantoms have a 
living mascot as well? That’s right. A real, 
live phantom is housed in the basement, 
and it feeds on the souls of those who dare 
enter his ghastly lair (and delicious school 
lunches ordered from the Choosi app). 
Each purchase from the app not only gets 
made for students, but an identical copy 
gets sent down to the phantom via a chute 
in the back of the kitchen. Students who 
use the app aren’t working closer towards 
winning an iPad; they’re actually feeding 
the phantom and working closer to a mas-
sive phantom takeover of the school. 
How’s that for school spirit? 
  With that said, which of these is really 
true? If you ever get the chance, take a 
ride in the elevator and give the ol’ B but-
ton a shot—if you dare.  

What’s in the secret basement of PAHS? 
Written by: 

Timothy Kopera 

What is the truth behind this mysterious 
entity?  

Photo: Benjamin Armstrong  

“Gurgle gurgle,” says the fish 
man.  

The mysterious B button being 
pressed before setting off an alarm.  

Photo: Timothy Kopera 
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  A cult is defined as an unorthodox reli-
gious devotion to a certain belief or figure. 
If a group of people is insanely devoted to 
something, it wouldn’t be a stretch of the 
imagination to call these groups a “cult.” Is 
the cross country team constantly running 
to the point of exhaustion as devoted as a 
bunch of kids worshipping God in a corn-
field? Maybe. Could the band kids practic-
ing their elaborate routines on the football 
field actually be a secret attempt to com-
municate with alien life? Probably. 
  Phoenixville is a small town located in the 
middle of nowhere, so it’s no wonder that 
it’s full of crazy people. I spoke to Mr. 
Winters about the true purpose of cross 

country, and his 
answers were 
quite insightful: 
“One day when I 
was a young boy 

running my butt off, I experi-
enced what I could only de-
scribe as enlightenment, fol-
lowed by a vision of the distant 
future. That, or I was hallucinating from 
exhaustion.” He went on to explain how 
“the Great One” speaks to him as he’s 
running, and he wishes to share his experi-
ence with the Phoenixville youth via cross 
country. 
  “I joined thinking it’d be good exercise, 
and it is, but I’m getting a little concerned 
with his obsession recently,” said cross 
country runner, senior Christian Schaaf. 
  Cross country isn’t the only group in 
Phoenixville with ulterior motives. I think 
the PAHS Marching Band might actually 
be contacting aliens. Crop circles were 
thought to be markings left by aliens in 
flying saucers before being debunked, but 
maybe there’s some truth to them after 

all? When walking 
past the football 
field one day, I no-
ticed the band walk-

ing in strange, intricate patterns while 
blasting loud music from their instruments. 
Could this be a secret contacting alien life 
from earth? I asked senior Drum Major, 
Noah Horton, what was the deal with the 
band’s weird formations. “What do you 
mean? We are only trying to return to our 
home plan—I mean—entertain people 
with good music,” he stammered. 
  In the end, even if these groups are cults 
in their own weird way, they’re mostly 
harmless. I say just let them have their fun, 
and if Mr. Winters manages to ascend to a 
higher plane of existence by running ‘til he 
drops, or the marching band is using a 
bunch of tubas to signal a UFO, more pow-
er to them. 

Written by: 

Benjamin          

Armstrong 

Secret Cults at PAHS: What are they up to? 

Cloudt, the new sensation, soon to sweep the nation 

  The newest creation of Phoe-
nixville, Cloudt, is somewhat taking 
the school by storm. As Founder, 
President and CEO, senior Aaron 
Hin created the clothing brand from 

funding given to him by the compa-
ny Supreme through an out of the 
country bank account. 
  Mr. Hin would not comment when 
asked about the bank account spe-
cifically, but he did talk about all the 
investors and supporters of the 
brand. Senior Kyle Tucker was an 
advocate that came to mind. Tucker 
has been a standout soccer star in 
the area and he recently got back 
from England after an official visit 
with the club, Manchester United. 
Hin said that some Cloudt soccer 
boots may be released in the near 
future in the Premier League. 
  Along with some soccer boots, the 
Cloudt sweatshop has been prepar-
ing even more new products. Those 
new products have not been re-
leased yet. Tons upon tons of infor-
mation has been leaked, from prod-

ucts to working condi-
tions. Supposedly, they 
only employ skilled 
children under the age 
of 14 and the most 
knowledgeable minds for those 
under age eight. I caught a dishev-
elled employee, about four feet six 
inches tall, walking out of the facto-
ry at 8 p.m. and he told me, “I’ve 

been here since 7 a.m. this morning 
and I just want to go home!” 
  The latest leaks about new prod-
ucts consist of phone cases, laptops 
and even their own brand of Christ-
mas trees. Yes, you read that right, 
Christmas trees. An inside source of 
Cloudt told me, “They will be the 
latest and greatest creation in the 
whole world.” 
  When Mr. Hin was asked about the 
children he employs, he said, “All 
employees are treated fairly and are 
paid well for their skills.” He would 
not comment any further on this 
topic. He did elaborate on the issues 

involving the questions on his taxes. 
For those who do not know, Mr. Hin 
is known for figuring out how to 

avoid paying taxes 
like current Presi-
dent, Donald 
Trump. Hin said, 
“Just because I 
know the ins and 
outs of taxes, does 
not mean people 
should get mad at 
me.” He also added, 
“Maybe I will be-
come the President 
of the United States 
in the future.” 
  As he is just a sen-
ior in high school, 
Mr. Hin has already 
racked up millions 
of dollars and he is 
not done yet. As 
Cloudt has yet to 
truly take off world-
wide, Mr. Hin has 
said that, “The in-
stant success has shown what this 
brand can really do. I’m excited for 
the future of Cloudt.” Cloudt’s cloth-
ing is all online at 

www.cloudtusa.com. The unique 
products are like nothing else on the 
market and range from short sleeve 
t-shirts, to hooded sweatshirts and 
even stickers.  
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Written by: 

Luke Bagley 

Kyle Tucker out here trippin’ 
on Cloudt. 

Photo: Samuel Perrone 

Don’t trust their lies. What is 
the real meaning behind these 
formations? 

Mr. Aaron Hin sporting his own gear. 

Photo courtesy of Aaron Hin 

Kyle Tucker sporting his Cloudt cleats. 

Senior Christian Schaaf 
experiencing enlighten-
ment. 



*REAL FAKE NEWS* 

  We all are familiar with Jen Croneberger, 
guest speaker, softball coach, and founder 
of the Five C’s. She visited Phoenixville Area 
High School this past January 2nd when 
students returned from Winter Break. She is 
known for her impactful words, including 
“Bad moments, not bad days.” Her philoso-
phy is that a day should not be considered 
bad just because of a few mishaps. But, 
hypothetically, does that mean there are 
only good moments, not good days? Let us 
investigate. 
  We’ve all had a good day before. Whether 
you killed an outfit, got eight hours of 
sleep, an A on a test, or the chance to pet a 
puppy, we’ve all had days that at night we 
lay down in bed and think “That was good.” 

But, did you have a good day, or just a few 
good moments? 
  Let’s break this down. Day (noun): a period 
of twenty-four hours as a unit of time, reck-
oned from one midnight to the next, corre-
sponding to a rotation of the earth on its 
axis. So, let’s say a majority of 50% of good 
moments results in a good day. Is that fair? 
That means at least 12 of your 24 hours 
must be ‘good’; 720 good minutes. That’s 
43,200 good seconds. 
     But what defines “good” to you? To me, 
it personally means, not bad. In the diction-
ary, it’s an adjective meaning “to be desired 
or approved of.” 
  It is a human instinct for people to base 
their day off of what they remember the 
most. When your parents come home from 
work, do they ask you about your moments 
or your day? The answer is your day. And 
how do you respond? Good or bad, de-
pending on how honest you want to be. 
  A moment, however, is a noun meaning “a 
very brief period of time.” But you might be 
asking, “How long is a moment, and how 

many moments 
equal one hour, let 
alone 12 hours?” 
 Well, in order to 
find that out, we 
must find the kinetic 
energy of a mo-
ment, KE = ½ m v2. If 
we take the mass of 
a moment, approxi-
mately 2.2 g, half 
that, 1.1, and multi-
ply that by the vol-
ume squared, 9, we 
get 9.9. And what 
does that tell us? 
Nothing. 
  Let’s see what 
you’ve learned. Let’s 
say one day you get 
hit by a car. You roll 
onto the hood; it’s 
real dramatic. Your 
pelvis is shattered, 
and so are your 
already low dreams 
of making the NBA. 
Bad moment, or bad 
day? Yeah sure, the 
act of you getting 
hit by the car only 
lasted a brief mo-
ment, but that mo-
ment’s effects can 
last the whole day. 
Or in this case of a 
shattered pelvis, a 
while. That, my 
friend, is a bad day. 
  A bad day doesn’t have to consist of one 
huge event either, like hitting the hood of a 
mom’s soccer van as we discussed. It might 
be a collection of little things that add up, 
like failing a math quiz, tripping on the 
staircase, and staining your favorite shirt. 
Are those bad moments enough to add up 
to a bad day? 

  Well, let’s look at the bright side. In the 
same day, you found $20 on the floor, ate 
your favorite dinner, and made your crush 
laugh. So, with all things considered, was it 
good day or a bad day? That is entirely up 
to you. 
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Written by: 

Alexandra 

Dabrowski  

Are there really only bad moments?  

Your favorite pelvis? Shattered. Bad 
day?  

   Imagine having the same cereal every 
day for the past four years and then it gets 
discontinued. What do you do? Well, 
you’re angry because your routine has 
been disturbed. 
  August, 2017. School started, but some-
thing was different. Usually, we have cal-
culators in every math classroom; howev-
er, this year they were missing. Students 
were used to going to math class and us-
ing school calculators, but those days are 
no more. The calculators have not been 
seen since the end of last year and it 
seems that it will stay that way. What 

could have happened to them? 
  My investigation has been inconclusive, 
but I have some theories. Mr. Chiofolo 
said that the calculators just went missing 
one day, like they just vanished into thin 
air. It seemed like he was hiding some-
thing, and looked scared so I decided to 
investigate further. 
   Mr. Sutton is the administrator in charge 
of the math department, and has access to 
the calculators. I walked by his office and 
eavesdropped on one of the administrator 
meetings, and the topic was not about 
school. Rather, it was a conference with 
the National Security Agency that I over-
heard. They were talking about calculators 
and about “protecting the secrets and 
plotting covert operations.” That’s when it 
occurred to me: the calculators may hold 
nuclear launch codes of our government, 
and the PAHS principals are secretly gov-
ernment agents assigned to protect them. 
  The calculators held these secrets be-

cause students and 
criminals are too 
naive to look at 
school calculators as 
a holder of govern-
ment secrets. My 
secret contact, who 
goes by the name of 
Mr. K, said, “The 
administration acts 
fishy and communi-
cates in code that no 
one can under-
stand.” The govern-
ment was extremely 
happy with how well 
their cover was 
working, but ever 
since Mr. K reported 
that a freshman took 
apart a calculator, 
the agents were on 
high alert. Soon 
after this communi-

cation Mr. K mysteriously disappeared and 
was never seen again. I wonder if his dis-
appearance was voluntary? 
      So this, I believe, is why the calculators 
went missing and math learning has been 
slowed down. The entire administration of 
Phoenixville Area High School is made up 
of government agents assigned to protect 
vital secrets pertinent to national security. 
The government knows that people who 
are great at math and analytical skills can 
also figure out the secret that our high 

school is a top 
secret military 
base, so the 
government and administration quite 
possibly removed the calculators and 
shipped them off to NSA headquarters in 
Washington D.C. 
  Phoenixville Area High School might just 
look like an ordinary high school to many, 
but it is also a top secret military base. 
Trust no one. 

Written by: 

Rahul Emani  

The (missing) calculators chronicle 

Mr. Chiofolo, acting 
suspiciously with one 
of the few remaining 
school calculators  

Our philosopher, Jen Croneberger.  

Photo: 
http://www.thefivewords.com/ 
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